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picture her to be portly and dignified. See what
I mean ? "
" I don't know. Sometimes I don't understand
you. Sometimes you talk and I listen because it is
beautiful to hear you speak. But when you've
finished and I've shaken off the spell of your voice,
I find there's little you've said which I remember."
" Judy, you make me sound like a gramophone
record that plays quaint music."
" I think I listen to you without thinking But
I like it."
" I like it too A man needs most in life that
some one should listen to him, when no one else will."
" I'll listen to you.   Always."
" You're sweet," and I laughed. " You're really
so very sweet."
And Judy poured out some coffee for herself and
plunged into the silence of the morning.
As the sun rose and its warm rays penetrated the
garret, the bustle of the city also accelerated. Cars
pulled up one by one and from them came Khoja
women with embroidered slippers like those whose
swish-swish I was accustomed to hear on days of the
festival. Mournfully they entered the house, while
the men sat on chairs in rows downstairs. They
would greet one another by clasping both hands to
convey the depth of their grief or more intimately
in the manner of an Oriental embrace. One fairly
elderly man seemed to be the chief recipient of the
sympathy of the mourners. Some hours passed as